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A SCALPED MAVS STOUT.proceods she bought a good supper, and
continued on her way to New York.

After two weeks of singing and hoping
and struggling, Miss Abbott finally ar

had been placed under Frost's left ear,
almost around to the center of tho neck.
Frost was a man of no especial muscular
development, and, though he weighed
but 120 pounds, the drop was enough
not only to break his neck, but to sever
the spinal column entirely, leaving tho
body hanging by the integuments of the
rear portion onlv. The bodvwaa allnwi

WIDDKR GKEEN'S LAST WOKDS.
" Ila goin to .lie raye the Wldder Green," I'm Kotn to quit tula atrthly scene ;
It ain't no laca for me to atay
la such a world at 'tis
Hueli worki and Maya la too mnch for me,
Nobody can't let nolnxly be ;
The glrla la flounced from top to toe,
Aud ttiat la the hull o' what they know.
The men la mad on boada an' stock.
Mwearlu' an' anootiu' an' picklu' hx-k-

I'm really afraid I'd be bung myself
Kf I ain't laid on my final shelf.
There ain't a rretur but knows y

I never a lunatic was any way.
Hut aince all crazy folks ro free
I'm dreadful afraid thev'll hand np me !
There'a another matter that's pesky hard
I caul go into a neighbor's yard
And aayf How be you ? or borry a pan
lint what the paper'll have it in

We're pleased to say that Wldder Orecn
Took dinner a Tuesday with Mrs. Keene.'
Or : 1 Our worthy f rleud Miss Green has koup
Down to Uarkhaiusted to see her son.'
Great Jerusalem! can't I stir
Without some feller'a fur ?
There ain't no privacy, so to say,
No more than if thia was the judgment 1'ay
An' as fur meetin' I want to swear
W henever I put my head In there I

W hy, even Old Hundred a spoiled and done
Like every thing else under the sun ;

It used to 1 so solemn and slow,
l'raise to the Lord from men below
Now it goes like a gallopin' steer,
High diddle diddle ! there and here.
No respect to the Lord alove
Nomore'u ef He was baud aud glove
With all the he ever made
An' all the Jigs that was ever played.
lreaehiu', too but hern I'm dumb;
Hut I'll tell you what ! I'd like it some
Kf good old I'arsou Nathan Strong
Out o' his grave would come along
An' give us a stirriu' taste o' ment

an' justice is my desire.
'T ain't all love and slekish sweet
That makes this world or t'other complete.'
But, law 1 I'm told ! I'd better be dead
When the world's over my head;
Rperits talkiu like terual fools,
Bible kicked out o' deestriet schools,
Crazy creetures round-Ho- nest

folks better be under ground.
So f I this airthly scene
Won't no more be pestered by Wldder Green."

'Well, I declare! But, my child,
there are fifteen applications in ahead of
yours."

liut I don't think that any of them
need it as bad as I do," said Emma.

' No, find you are tho smartest-looki-

one in the whole lot, and as plucky as
Julius Cresar. nave you got your cer-

tificate ?"
" No, sir," faltered Emma.
'Well, my girl, if you've walked nine

miles through this mud and slush you'll
do to teach school for me. Sit up aud
havo some dinner I"

Emma began the school tho next week,
won the respect of the parents and the
love of the children, and in four months
took 810 back to her mother in Peoria.

After school closed, Emma, assisted
by her father, gave her first large concert
in Peoria. Quito a number of amateurs
assisted her, House hall was filled, the
people cheered, and her poor father and
mother received $100. This was all used
by her father and mother, except $3.
With this amount in her hand, she left
her father sick at homo and started for
Hock Island, to visit a young lady friend
who thought she might get up a concert
in Hock Island. Sho found her young
lady friend absent and her money dwin-
dled to twenty cents.

"What shall I dot'' sho euid to her-
self, almost disheartened. Then a new
thought seized her. Sho remembered
her father had onco taught music in a
family of tho name of Deer, who lived
over tho Mississippi river in Moline.
"Mr. Deer will surely help mo," sho
said, "and I will get up a concert there."

Ten cents took Emma to Moline, but
Mr. Deer was absent. Mrs. Deer, a
crotchety-face- d old woman, was very
cross. Sho looked insinuatingly at
Emma, and said:

"Idont know what a pretty young
woman like you wants of my husband.
I guess ho hain't got no time to fool
away getting up concerts."

Just then Miss Abbott spied tho piano,
and asked if she might play something. In

Miss Abbott a letter to Errani, a singing
teacher in New York, and money enough
to pursue her studies for for two years.

With tears in her eyes, littlo Emma
thanked her benefactor the singing an-
gel sent by the Lord to lead her out of
captivity. Then she came to New York.

A home at Dr. Elder's, two years with
Errani, and an engagement to sing in
Dr. Chapin's Fifth Avenuo church at
$1,500 a year quickly followed. Sunday
after Sunday that great congregation
was melted by Miss Abbott's magic
voice. Triumph after triumph came,
but still beyond sho hoped for more.
Sho longed for fame for recognition.

One day (March 1, 1872) a rich busi-
ness man, whose heart was bigger than
his pocket-boo- k Mr. John T. Daly,
who afterward built the Windsor hotel
Bat down in his office and wrote a littlo
note to Miss Abbott. It was short, but
it was worthy of Mr. Daly, who was ah
ways doing princely things, and it filled
her heart with a flood of joy. Mr. Daly
told her how ho admired her talent and
respected her pluck, and that if she
wished to go to Milan aud study he
would furnish her the money.

"lwaut to go," said Miss Abbott,
when tho writer talked with her, her
eyes all the time beaming with grati-
tude. " It is tiro hopo of my life, but I
do not wish to receive so much from one
person. If tho whole congregation will
interest themselves in me how gladly I
will go."

" Very well," said c leading member,
Mrs. George Lake, on tho morning of
March 20, "I will give $1,000 toward
it." Then Mrs. George Hoffman gave
$500, Mr. C. P. Huntington $500, Mr.
John Q. Hoyt 0500, Mr. E. L. A.
Wetheiell $500, Mr. A. J. Johnson
8200, some others $100 each, and Mr.
Daly made up the rest, all payable to the
order of Mr. D. D. T. Marshall.

On Saturday morning, May 20, 1772,
a great crowd of friends with bouquets
and benedictions thronged the city of
Paris to bid God speed to Miss Emma
A. Abbott on her journey across the At-
lantic to Milan.

On Miss Abbott's arrival In Milan,
Lamperti pronounced her voice a marvel.
Nara, to whom Stanley recommended
her, after hearing her sing from "Mig-non,- "

said, " You must quit the music of
Ambroise Thomas and take the grand
scores of tho masters."

San Giovanni finally became Miss Ab-

bott's teacher. Losing her health, she
took a trip to the Meditcrannean and
back to Paris, where ono day she was
invited to the palace of the Rothschilds
by the baroness, who was so enraptured
by her sweet voice that she embraced her
and became her bosom friend. Tho
venerable Bolandi, the favorite instruc-
tor of Malibran, offered to instruct Miss
Abbott in Paris, but Delle Sedie, to
whom Nilsson recommended her, finally
became her teacher. When he heard her
sing he exclaimed, "Mademoiselle, you
will yet have tho world at your feet,"
and Wartel, the distinguished French
teacher, said, "When she is finished sho
will bo without a rival in tho world."

Madame La Grange said : " My child,
you aro very like Jenny Lind. Your
voice is pure, limpid, powerful, swoet,
charmante char man to I

Then all Paris became wild about tho
wandering child from Pooria. Adalina
Patti iuvited her to her villa, and when
she sang an aria Patti folded her in her
arms and said : " I love you because you
love your art, and I seo you will become
great."

Then Miss Abbott's fame went beyond
Paris to London and St. Petersburg.
When Franchi, the renowned impressa-ri- o

of St. Petersburgh, heard her sing
with Patti ho offered her a big price to
goto Russia, and Patti said: "Como,
nay child, with me, and I will bo in a box
to applaud your debut and throw you
your first bouquet." But she choso to
stay and study with Wartel in Paris.
One day Wartel interrupted her singing
by exclaiming: " C'est magnifiqne ! You
sing like an angel, little one. You will
be the glory of Americ !"

A few days ago I picked up tho JS'un

How It Feela to Have Your Top-kn- Torn
Ofl by the Aid or an Indian's Knife.

From the Kannai City Timea.
There arrived hero on Friday even-

ing's Kansas Pacific train a party of
three persons, direct from Deadwood
City, the new mining town in the Black
Hills. Learning that one of the party
had been shot and scalped by Indians,
a reporter sought them out, and from
Mr. A. P. Woodward, formerly of Bos-
ton, but latterly of Custer, obtained the
following interesting facts relating to a
recent massacro about seventy miles
north of Fort Laramie. Mr. Woodward
was accompanied by T. 8. Gates, of St.
Louis, and Herman Ganzio, of Milwau-
kee, tho latter wounded ' and suffering
from a wound in the scalp. Tho scalp
is, in fact, half gone.

It has often been said that a man can
live after being scalped ; but until last
Friday evening no ocular proof had been
produced in this city substantiating that
fact. Herman Gjnzio's head, from tho
center of the forehead back to tho
crown of tho head, is at present one
mass of sores. The hair has been cut
away by the surgeons iu chargo at Fort
Laramie, but the pear-shape- d patch
made by the scalping knife is thus made
all the more distinct. The poor fellow
has been in hospital since the 13th of
April, but his companions havo stood
manfully by him, and reiterated their
intention to seo him tlirough to his
home. In conversation with the re-
porter, with whom he had been previ-
ously acquainted, Ganzio said, describ-
ing his mishap :

" You see we were coming down into
the valley of Hut creek, on our way to
Fort Laramie, when we thought wo saw
Indians coming down the creek to tho
right. Instead of camping there, wo
thought it safer to water our stock aud
go on into the hills and make a dry
camp in the bushes, if we could not
make Running Water creek, where a
large camp of freighters was reported.

" I had been sent on ahead up the hill,
just where the big stone hut stands by
the road, and with a boy named Kountze
from Omaha, sat down to wait .for
the wagons, which were slowly coming
up out of the valley. When the wagons
reached us I started on alone through
the rocks and pine bushes to seek a good
camp. A few hundred yards further on
I looked down a ravine to tho right and
saw five mounted Indians ride across the
valley. I started to go back to the
train, when at least a dozen Indians ran
at me out of the brush, and you bet I
ran and hollered for help. In a minute
more two or three of them shot at me.
I felt a sharp, stinging pain in my left
leg, and another in my left shoulder, and
I fell. Then they were upon me in a
minute, and one of them put his knee
on my back, while another hit me a clip
with a club or a butt of a gun, I don t
know which. I had no time to think.
All I knew was I was being scalped ; my
hair was held tight. I felt a hot, a red-ho- t,

stinging sort of pain all around the
top of my head being torn out by the
roots ; it was too much ; I couldn't stand
it ; I died at least I thought I did. Bat
my scalp was saved just as it was being
torn off. The boys at tho wagons had
seen me running ; saw the Indians and
came on thirteen of them and got np
just in time to prevent the red devils fin-

ishing their wovk. The Indians, as well
as my friends, thought I was dead.
But I came to again, and my scalp was
laid back. It was only half torn off, as
you will see, and is growing again nicely. "

Tho poor fellow was taken to Fort
Laramie, and received every attention,
and as soon as ho was able started for his
parents' home in Milwaukee, n is the
first white man who has felt the
"Injun's " hand in his hair this year who
has lived to come home and tell how it
feels. The Black Hillers spent yester-
day in tho city, and last evening con-

tinued their journey eastward.

Horrible Scene at an Execution.
From an account of the Uanping of Samnel Froat,

at BoKtou.J

Frost liad risen from his chair when
the reading of the warrant was begun,
and the deputy behind him had fastened
the straps around his legs and arms, and
before the reading was finished had shut
out tho light from him forever by draw-
ing the black cap over his head. Thero
was not an instant's delay, aud less than
five minutes had passed between the
time tho doomed man first took his step
upon the gallows stairs and that in which

, .T i il i i t ilins uouy wiw uirown uownwaru ny mo
release of the drop. The drop fell with
hardly an audible sound, and the light
body of tho murderer brought tho rope
to a strong tension. Tho first thrill of
a shudder had not run through tho more
sensitive of the spectators when the
body was seen spinning at tho end of the
rope, almost headless, a fearful tear ex
tending over the front of tho throat, and
the blood gushing out in stream?. Every
eyo was riveted on tho startling and un-
expected spectaclo as the body turned
round, first disclosing and then conceal-
ing this sash. The blood, forced up
ward by the arterial movements, spurted
fountain-lik- e upward from ono to two
feet, the stream falling to tho floor in a
circle round tho hanging body. This
circle extended even to the framework
of the callows, which was in many places
snrinkled with the blood. Tho welling
hfe-blov- ! poured from tho wound down
li fmtit ff tlirt 1io.1v and trickled from

the feet, forming a pool directly beneath
tho body. This recital doubtless seems
full nf Iwirrnr. Imt it falls far short of
tb a nulitifH of the scene. For some two

1 rmshincs of
.
blood

Will Illin MKT Hlllii'" o '

continued, and the slow dripping of

blood continued a httie longi-r- .

Woodward and Jewctt then stepped nn-liow- a

mid mado their examina
tion rf tho bodv. The knot of tho rope

rived in New York, alone and in the
night, putting up at the Washington
house. The next night she paiJ her last
money for a ticket to the opera ; but,
to her great disappointment, Parepa did
not sing, Sho finally heard Parepa at
Steinway hall, but never succeeded in
meeting her face to face.

Failing to interest anyone in her voice
in New York, and solicitous for tho wel-
fare of her father and mother, Miss Ab-

bott resolved to return to the West.
What could she dot She was out of
money, with no friend, except her sweet,
bird-lik- e voice. Many a time this voico
had been her salvation before. It had
opened stony hearts. So, borrowing $15
from a lady in tho hotel, our littlo wan-

derer started for tho West, ner money
took her to Monroe, Mich., where she
hazarded everything in advertising three
concerts. The nights were stormy, and
bho lost all her money. Sho could not
;ay her hotel bill, and tho unfeeling
andlord held on to her guitar. With

teal's in her eves she left it, and went on
to the next town, where sho sang in an
ico cream saloon, making money enough
to go back and redeem her guitar. This
was ono of tho most dismal episodes in
Miss Abbott's life. So discouraged was
she that when a theatrical troupe came
along sho was glad to join it for seventy
nights, to sing in Iowa, Kansas, and
even out among the Nebraska Indians,
sending tho proceeds to her mothe.

Ambitious of success she now tried,
with poor luck, three concerts alone in
Milwaukee and Chicago. The people
bad never heard of her wonderful voice,
and they would not come out to hear
one young lady sing.

Her ill success in Chicago and Mil
waukee induced her to try the provin
cial towns again, so little Emma started
for Plymouth, Ind., where she adver
tised to sing in the parlors of the United
States hotel. The audience was small,
and she had to pawn her guitar for $2.50
to pay her hotel bill. She also pawned
her concert dress, the only nice dress
she had, to get money enough to go to
Fort Wayne, Ind., a few miles beyond,
whero she advertised for another concert.
The concert was in the parlor of the
Evelin House, and having no guitar, she
engaged the clerk in the music storo to
play her accompaniments. The few who
came were delighted, and her receipts
were 18. With this she went back to
Plymouth, redeemed her guitar and
dress, and sent $5 to her mother.

With bad luck all around her, and the
future almost hopeless, Miss Abbott
now almost gave up in despair. Then
the thought that her poor mother and
sisters depended upon her impelled her
to make one more effort.

" I will go to Toledo," she said, "and
make one more effort and trust in Provi-
dence for the rest."

Arriving at Toledo, sho advertised to
sing in the parlor of the Oliver house.
Fate was against her. The small audi-
ence, though enthusiastic, did not pay
expenses, but the chivalrous landlord
refused to take her guitar.

" No, sir 1 said he, forgetting that ho
was addressing a young lady, George
Brown ain't going to take no young lady's
guitar and mor n that, you can stay and
try it again !"

Things now looked dismal enough.
Her splendid courago began to give out.
Behind her fiho saw nothing but a three
years' struggle with poverty. The fu
ture looked as black as midnight. I he
kindness of George Brown brought tears
to her eyes, but after it camo the dread-
ful thought of suicide. Tho idea of fail-

ure in tho scheme of her life was dread-
ful. That day littlo Emma went with a
bursting heart and looked off the great
Toledo pier, and tho thought of jumping
off struggled in her bosom. Sadly sho
turned away. Howe was gone, but she
thought of her mother, and love for
her still buoyed her up.

Returning to tho Oliver house, she
caught a glimpse of Clara Louise Kel-
logg, then in tho zenith of her fame, but
m a moment she was gone, bho disap
peared, with a piece of music, in tho
Oliver house. "Following after, little
Emma encountered Miss Kellogg's maid.

" Oh, I do want to see Miss Kellogg
so muchl" she exclaimed to Petrilla,
"Oh, can't I see her?"

" She's just gone in to dinner with her
mother, but she will bo out in a mo-

ment," answered Miss Kellogg's maid.
In a few minutes Miss Kellogg came

out with her mother.
" I'm Miss Abbott," said littlo Emma,

half frightened, "and I do wish to see
you po much !"

" Never mind, como in. What can I
do for you !" aiked the kind-hearte- d Miss
Kellogg.

"I want you to try my voice. I do
think I can sing, and if you only say so
I shall be sure, said littlo Emma, look-
ing up pleadingly with her clear blue eyes

" Why, certainly, my child," said Miss
Kellogg s mother, who got up and opened
the piano, but soeing little Emma's
shabby dross and wild, Bad lool?, sho
held up her hands and exclaimed :
" Why, Loniso, where has this poor child
been wandering ?"

In a moment Miss Abbott wa3 singing
one of her beautiful ballads, full of na-

tive sweetness and pathos. As her matr- -

ical voice touched those high, clear notes
which have since astonished tho kings
and princes of Europe, Miss Kellogg's
mother Rat in muto wonder. Tho cars
of tho good mother of the great singer
seemed to feast on tho clear, sweet
strains ; then she burst out enthusiastic
ally :

" Louise ! Louise ? Do you hear that
voico how clearno break th?re!
That's the voico for mo 1"

to hang a few minutes after the exami-
nation by tho doctors, when it was
lowered and carried from beneath the
gallows.

Pith and Point.
A business that is piekincr nn th

Dried apples are becomincr a fashion
able dessert for swell parties.

It is vcrv for twelve men
to be locked up in a court-hous-

However enraeed ho mav be. it onlv
takes tho slightest transportation to make
a clam calm. Cincinnati 2stws.

Young. Mistress "It's your Sunday out
next week Jane, is it not?" Jane

Lor, mum ? why, you ve forgotten; it a
yours!"

A vegetarian who was dodfrincr an.
infuriated bull behind a tree, ex
claimed : "You ungrateful beast ! you
toss a vegetarian, who never ate beef
in his lifo! Is that tho return vou
make f "

Dignity "Did I seo von turn vonr
nosoupat me?" Impudence "I)on't
Know, l m sure V Dignity " J)ul you
turn it up?" Impudence " Well, I
tried, and you make me think I succeed
ed! run.

Mrs. MAiiArRor writes to svninathizA
with poor Pa vson Weston on his creat
walking feet having come off. She
doesn't wonder at it, considering the
awful amount of work they havo had.
Punch.

" I wisn I might die," sighed a
maiden, as she linusr liko a limn

bolster out of the third story front win
dow, on a ounday aiternoon, and espied
tho man whom she had once conncttish- -
ly rejected placidly propelling an $18
baby-cart- . lirooklyn Argun.

A gentleman in this city has a pair of
Eantaloons which were worn by one of

a hundred ago. They
are made of home-spu- n cloth, except
the seat, which is of thick leather. It
is inferred from this that the original
owner was a book agent. Norwich
Bulletin.

mart's lamb.
Mary Lad a little lamb,

We've beard it o'er and o'er.
Until that little lamb become

A perfect Lttle bore.
So I propone to make a prve,

And dig it deep and wide ;
TLat Mary'a lamb and all ita barda

lie buried aide by aide.

A base-balli- st named Miller, formerly
catcher of the St. Louis club, died in
Pniladelphia last week. In his last mo-
ments he was delirious, and fancied he
was at his place in the ball-fiel- facing
his old pitcher, Bradley. His last words
were : " Two out, Brad steady, now
he wants a high ball steady, Bra-d-
there, 1 know it ; that settles it.

Mr. Lanier sneaks of "ghosts of
goods once fleshed and fair." As if he
had said, "Remnants of calico dresses
onco occupied by pretty girls." It is
plain enough when you understand it.
Or, stay I perhaps he referred to tho
striped stockings worn by the foremoth- -
ers. uood heavens i will some iriendiy
breeze fan this aching brow 1 Rochester
Democrat.

A new 1 wn gamo is called " Vexillo."
It has not been introduced here yet, but
it is said to resemble croquet, and we
presume tho way to play it is for ono
young miss to make a misstroke,and then
as other tells her that sho cheats, and sho
says "I don t cheat half as much as you
do," after which they both pitch tho
mallets over the fenco go into the house,
and don't speak to each other for six
weeks.

A certain eminent physician, being
invited to a dinner party, arrived at the
house of his host at a somewhat earlier
hour than had been named as the dinner
hour. He accordingly strolled out of
tho hfruso into a church-yar-d which was
hard by. When dinner was announced,
the doctor was absent, and ah inquiry
was mado as to whero ho was. "Oh,
said ono of tho guests, who had seen him
in tho church-yar- d, "he is paying u visit
to somo of his old patients.

TriK other evening a carriage being
driven up Maplo street had to come to a
dead halt to prevent running over a child
three or four years old who was seated
in the center of tho street "Is that
your child f " asked tho driver of a man
who lounged forward and beckoned to
the dast-covere- d offspring. "Guess he
i," w is tho slowly spoken answer.
" Aren't you afraid he'll le run over
somo day V "Ho may be. His brother
was run over last year about this time,
ami the folks made up u purse of $100
for mo !" Perhaps the memory of that
purse had nothing to do with tho other
i hild being in tho road. Dclrvit Free

The Xew York IJIrl Way of Looking
at It.

Thi young lady informed mo that
her trousseau cost upward of $10,000,
and when I expressed astonishment at
thi extravagant expenditure of money,
Phe naively replied: "Yes, 1 spent a
great deal of money ; but ono pever ex-

pects to marry more than once in a life-

time, and beside, papa may fail. Emma
often expresses regret that she did

not buy lots of pretty things when she
was in Europe ; for her falLer failed
immediately after their return, and a few
thousand tlollftrs more would not have
made much difference." Noah't Sun-
day Timet and Messenger,

AN AMERICAS SISUEK.

Her Struggle and Trlmnp'rs The Life rml
Adventures of Emuia Abbott.

In 1854, a p i- music teacher, with a
sad face, eat iu the Peoria, 111., depot
consoling a sick wife and a group of
restless children. Th fahcr, hoping
to better his condition, Lad left the busy
city of Chicago and brought his little
flock of helpless children with him.
Among the children was a little, bright
four-ye- ar old girl. They called her Em-
ma. The little thing, surrounded by
poverty, pang and hummed and prat-
tled, for, like her father, she was fond of
music. The poor music teacher moved
into a little wooden house on the hill,
and, after a while, Providence put
enough pupils in his way to keep pover-
ty from his door. At night Mr. Abbott
came home tired and discouraged, but
the warblings and happy chatter of lit-
tle Emma cheered him up. From her
earliest infancy the little child had taken
intense delight in music. A song or an
organ in the street would draw the little
thing hungry from the table. A touch
on a guitar would set her in ecstasy. At
the age of six little Emma had dreams of
singiDg in public. At six she was con-
stantly singing about the house,
catching every tune she heard her father
play, end at nine, to the surprise of
everybody, she began to play the guitar
herself. Bhe became so proficient with
the guitar, and created so much talk
among the neighbors, that her father
thought ho would better his circum-
stances by bringing her out with her lit-
tle brother George in a concert iu Pe --

oria. The night came. The little
thing, not much taller than her guitar,
amazed and delighted the audience. Her
debut was so successful that her father
resolved to take her on a concert tour.
This he did, and the child singer ap- -

eared hundreds of times before
country audiences before she was

thirteen years old. At the age of thir-
teen littlo Emma was invited to visit
some school friends at Mount Pulaski,
not a great way from Peoria. While
there, knowing the poverty of her father
and wishing to surprise him with money
earned entirely by herself, sho resolved
to get up a concert, ".on her own hook."
She went to the Pulaski printing office
in short dresses, got trusted for her
own handbills, aud then went and
posted them around town herself. On
one of these handbills now before mo is
printed :

Miss Abbott will sing " The Merry
Swiss Girl," a chorus 1

The little girl didn't know what a
chorus meant, but it looked nice, and so
she had it put on the bill. Sho drow
quite a house; took $10, and took $7
home to her mother. Her father now
becoming sick and discouraged, littlo
Emma went down to Lincoln, sang in a
school house, and then came home to
give guitar lessons at twenty cents per
lesson to pay her own tnition in a select
school. At fifteen littlo Emma secured
a class of twenty poor children, who
came to recite at her mother s house.
On Sundays she sang in the Hebrew
synagogue a kind old rabbi, Marx
Moses, teaching her to pronounce in
Heorew ana uerman.

The spring of her sixteenth birthday
found Emma's father poorer than ever
before, and the little woman, to
help her mother, tried to secure
a clerkship in a store, but failed.
She saw her father sick and dis-
couraged, her mother sick, and broth-
ers and Bisters hungry. Iu the midst of
her great distress she heard of a school
nine miles from Peoria which needed a
teacher. Thither she went on foot
tlirough the mud and sIurIi. Sho found
the principal trustee, a kind old man, at
dinner.

What do yen want, my littlo wo-
man t" asked the old farmer, as ho laid
down bis knife and fork to survey our
little heroine.

"I live in Peoria, sir, and I've
walked "

" What I walked, child? wa-l-k-e-- d 1"
interrupted the old man in astonish-
ment.

" Ye, sir; and I want to teach your
school."

a moment she was warbling a sweet song.
The old woman listened, then dropped
her dishes, wiped her hands on her
apron, and came and looked over her
glasses in astonishment. Just then Mr.
Deer entered.

" ByJove, Matilda, that's nice singiu'."
he exclaimed. " Who's doin' it ?"

" Bly name is Emma, Emma Abbott,
sir. 1 ather used to toacn

"Thunder, yes! I remember Mr.
Abbott; but what are you doin' here!
What "

"Well, pa and ma are very poor now,
and I've come here to see if you'd help
me get up a concert."

"Help you? Why, or course 1 will.
You shall havo our church. You're a
brave girl, and we'll get you up a big
house."

And 6he did havo it. She got her
bills printed, went around personally
and announced the concert in the
schools, and the house wa? crowded.

The next night Miss Abbott sang
again, and at the end of a week sho re-

turned to Peoria with SCO in cash.
When she showed her money, her
astonished mother held up her hands,
and, with joy and sadness in strange
combination, exclaimed :

"Oh, Emma, I hope you haven t been
robbing somebody I"

Little Emma was now past sixteen
years old. She Baw her father and
mother getting poorer every day. She
knew she had talents, but she had no
one to bring them out. Her father was
too feeble to help her. So she started
on a concert tour through Illinois
all alone, accompanied by her faithful
guitar. Arriving in a town sho would
announce her concert in the schools,
sometimes with poor success, sometimes
successfully ; but she was always hope-
ful. Sho" always sent home all the
money sho did not need to use. At
Joliet a Chicago opera troupe came up
behind her, saw her bills and heard such
praises from tho people that they en-
gaged her to sing with them for seventy-liv- e

nights through Illinois, Indiana and
Michigan, where the troupe broke up
and left her out of money.

The next town was Grand Haven. Out
of money and 200 miles from home, sho
determined to give one more concert
alone and raise money enough to tako
her home. Poor, friendless and dis-

couraged, it was to be her List effort.
The audience came late, and among
them was a kind-kearte- d railroad man,
who listened with enthusiasm.

"My child, you have the voice of an
angel 1 he said. " You must go to New
York."

" But I have no money."
"Well, I will give you a pass to De-

troit. From there you can sing through
Canada to the Falls, and some way get
to New York. Trust in Providence, and
go and see Parepa. She is in aew lork.
She'll help you."

With thanks for the advice, and san-crui- ne

with hope, littlo Emma landed the
next day in Detroit, and then crossed
over to Uanada. Contrary to her san
guine expectations, Fhe found Canada a
poor place lor ner. one stopped at sev
eral town?, but hard luck stared at her
everywhere. Many times she walked,
hunerv. from place to place, and once,
to raise money, she cut oft" her hair and
sold it. Music was her love, and sho
forgot every discomfort in the midst of
of her beautiful sonirs.

Once she froze her feet and sang while
they ached with tho intense pain which
follows. The applause of the audience
overcame hunger, sorrow and even the
pains of frozen feet, ner one intense
desire wbs to get to New York and see
Parepa. On sho was wafted toward the
big city. At Lyons, in Wayne county,
her money gave out, and she stopped to
sing in a school house. All day long
she went without food. She actually
sang when faint and hungry. With tho

and read this cablo dispatch, Mr. Uye,
the renowned Covent Garden lmpressa-ri- o,

having introduced our sweet Peoria
warbler to the most critical court audi-
ence of England:

" Miss Emma Abbott made a very suc
cessful debut as Daughter of tho Regi-
ment at Covent Garden Though
her acting leaves something to bo de
sired, she possesses a voico of great
power and purity, and .

is almost perfect
.1 1 il 1 i J1in ner rendering oi me cnaracu;r. duo

was twice recalled after the first act."
And when the Christians

in New York read this paragraph they
who, remembering our Savior, put their
arms around this toiling woman and
helped her up when they read of her
final triumph they said, "Verily, it is
more blessed to give than to receive,"
and all tho world responded, " Of such
is tho kingdom of heaven J"

And when little Emma shall one day
stand in our Academy of Music, like
Nilsson and Titieus and Lucca, her sil-
ver voico filling the air liko a choir of
angels, or hushing the audience by a
holy repose, then the Church of tho Di-
vine Paternity will strew the first bou
quets at tho feet of her who, loving both
the church and the drama, improves all
tho gifts which God has given her.

The Lowell cotton manufacturing
companies are gloomy over tho prospects
for the future, and some of them predict
that it will bo tho hardest soason for tho
manufacturers and operatives that tho
city has ever known.

According to the new directory, San
Fruncisco has now a population of 272,
3 15 soul, a gain of 42,000 during the
last year.That night Mis Kellogg kin jly gave


